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	1. When I am King

**Disclaimer: I don't own Cinderella.**

**Hello everybody! For anyone who's read my other Cinderella story, **_**The Most Comforting Thing**_**, this is the idea I've finally followed up on. I've really enjoyed working on this and I hope you enjoy reading about Kit and Ella =) **

The sky was dark with threatening clouds and in the distance a low rumble of thunder sounded. It was late autumn and storms were common these days, though they had been stronger and more frequent than most years.

"Mama, I'm scared!" Rose exclaimed, running into the bedroom where Ella sat a beautifully carved desk. Ella couldn't help but laugh as the little girl fell to her belly and scrambled under her and Kit's bed. Ella put down her quill and stood up, though she knelt by the edge of the bed and lifted up the bed skirt.

"Come out, Rose. I promise nothing will hurt you."

Rose, her eyes wide, shook her head.

"No," she whispered. "I don't like the thunder."

"It can't hurt you," Ella repeated. "It's just noise."

"I don't like it."

Ella sighed.

"You can't hide under Mama and Papa's bed every time you're frightened, Rosie."

"Yes I can."

Her daughter was in a stubborn mood, a trait Kit always said came from Ella but Ella argued came from Kit.

"What can I do to make you less scared?"

"Nothing."

"What if we find your sisters and Papa and gather in the sitting room by the fire? It would be cozy."

Rose considered this.

"Can we have hot chocolate with little marshmallows?"

Ella laughed and nodded. Rose considered for a second longer.

"Okay," she finally agreed.

Ella smiled and held out her hand. Rose took it and slid out from under the bed. Even though Rose was five and really getting too big to be carried around, Ella picked her up and pecked her cheek.

"That's my brave girl," she said. "Let's see what your sisters are doing."

* * *

><p>An hour later, the storm outside was raging but the royal family was snuggling around a large stone fireplace. Their three eldest daughters – Chloe, Amber, and Rose – were drinking hot chocolate, Charlotte was nestled into Kit's lap, and Ella was cradling infant Katherine.<p>

"Papa," Amber said after taking a drink. Kit couldn't help but chuckle at the brown mustache she now sported. An indignant look crossed her face. "What's so funny?"

"Nothing," Kit said, handing her a napkin. "You need to wipe your face."

Amber haphazardly did so and let the napkin fall without a second thought.

"Papa, can you tell us the story of how you and Mama met?"

"You don't want to hear that one again, do you?" Ella asked in a kind voice.

"Oh, yes please!" Amber exclaimed. Chloe, who was drinking her hot chocolate much more carefully than Amber had, nodded in agreement. Rose was too busy trying to get the marshmallows from the bottom of her cup and hadn't heard but both Ella and Kit knew the story to be a favourite of all their daughters.

"Alright," Kit said, shifting Charlotte in his lap. She was nearly asleep, her left thumb lazily stuck between her lips and her right hand tightly grasped around her blanket. It had originally been purple but she carried it everywhere and in the two years she'd had it, it had been washed so many times it was beginning to turn grey.

"Once upon a time," Kit began and Ella smiled, looking down at the baby in her arms. Her mind wandered as Kit continued to tell the story of how he and Ella had met in the forest and the way he arranged the ball so he could meet her again.

A lot had happened in the ten years since they wed. In the month following their wedding, Ella was made Queen of the land and she and Kit were loved by the people whom they cherished so greatly. There was a great deal of excitement when they found out Ella was with child a year later and a royal proclamation had gone out announcing the birth of a beautiful baby girl – a princess for the kingdom to love and adore.

Time had done what Ella knew it did best: it went on. In the years that followed, Ella bore four more daughters, the youngest of who was asleep in her arms. Ella tenderly ran her finger down the baby's cheek.

"Mama?"

"Yes?" Ella asked, looking up. Amber and Rose were looking at her expectantly. "I'm sorry, what was the question?"

"Do we have to take our baths tonight?" Amber asked and Ella now understood why it was those two, and not Chloe, looking hopeful at the prospect. Chloe, the shyest of their children, took being well mannered and well-groomed at great value but she maintained her standards with kindness, elegance, and grace – traits Ella's fair stepsisters had lacked considerably.

"Yes," Ella answered. "And don't complain about it, you've already been spoiled today with the hot chocolate and a story."

She peered at the clock on the mantle.

"The poor cook's probably prepared a wonderful supper that we're letting get cold," she said. "Let's not let it go to waste."

The three girls stood up, Amber looking particularly disappointed about having to still take her bath, and Chloe took Charlotte from Kit's arms. The toddler wasn't particularly happy about being moved but snuggled into Chloe's shoulder soon enough as she walked from the room.

Kit stood and held his hand out to Ella.

"My love," he said, kissing her gently once she'd stood up.

"My Kit," Ella said back.

"My princess," Kit added, leaning down to kiss Katherine's forehead. "Shall we?" he asked, offering Ella his arm.

* * *

><p>Over supper, the storm outside calmed though rain still pelted the windows. Baths were arranged and soon all the princesses were tucked into their beds. Ella and Kit took advantage of the early night – even with help from the nursemaids, they didn't happen terribly often – and crawled into bed together. A warm, crackling fire gave the room a warm glow.<p>

"I do love days like this," Ella sighed happily.

"Rainy ones?" Kit asked.

"Family ones," Ella answered and Kit smiled. "Do you ever get tired of the telling the story of how we met in the forest?"

"I will never grow tired of telling that story," said Kit. "It's the day I met the woman who changed my life."

"I'm serious," Ella complained.

"So am I."

Any annoyance evident on Ella's face immediately melted into her gentle smile.

"What did I do to deserve you?" she asked.

"I could ask the same question."

They were slowly moving towards each other but before their lips could meet, a loud crash of thunder erupted over the palace.

"Uh oh," Ella said.

"How long do you think it will take?" Kit asked.

"Two minutes."

"How many?"

"All of them."

This storm was more violent than the one that afternoon and within thirty seconds, another clap of thunder shook the windows and lightning lit up the sky. Charlotte began to wail from her nursery next door.

"I'll get her," Kit said with a sigh. He left through the connecting door and as soon as the latch had clicked, Ella heard the pitter-pattering of bare feet on the marble floor.

"Come here," she said as Rose flew into the room. The five year old dived into her mother's open arms and Ella squeezed her reassuringly before glancing at the doorway. "You, too," she added and Amber and Chloe sheepishly crossed the room and joined their mother and sister in the big bed.

Kit appeared a moment later with a tear-stained Charlotte, still clutching her blanket but rubbing her eyes tiredly.

"Oh, Lotte," Ella said with a sympathetic smile. Kit got into bed again – there was plenty of room for all of them – and for a while they simply listened to the storm outside. It didn't move on and the thunder continued for quite some time. Miraculously, Katherine slept through it all, content in her basinet by Ella's side of the bed.

Slowly, the fear in the girls' eyes faded as they became sleepier.

"Close your eyes," Ella murmured, noting that Chloe already had. Amber and Rose adjusted the pillow they were sharing.

"Mama, can you sing?" Amber asked.

"Only if you go to sleep," Ella answered. The seven year old nodded and Ella began humming quietly before she started singing the song her mother sang to her.

"Lavender's blue, dilly dilly, Lavender's green, when I am King, dilly dilly, you shall be Queen …"

The song continued and by the end of it Chloe, Amber, and Rose were sound asleep in their parent's bed. Charlotte had taken advantage of the cozy crook Kit's elbow made and was also sleeping, her thumb in her mouth again.

The King and Queen looked at each other.

"Shall I bring them back to their beds?" Kit asked.

"No," Ella said, shaking her head. "Leave them be. Before we know it they'll be too big to do this anymore."

"Don't say that," Kit replied. "I wouldn't give these moments up for all the power in the world."

"Did you have times like these with your parents?"

"No," Kit answered. "At least not that I remember. It became very clear from a young age that I would be king one day and therefore had a great deal to learn. It left very little time for hot chocolate and stories by the fire. Did you?"

"Oh yes," Ella said happily. "My mother loved moments like these. She would have loved them," she added. "I see so much of her in them."

Kit looked down at his daughters lovingly. Nine year old Chloe who worked so hard for everyone's approval as she, much like Kit had at that age, bore the burden of one day inheriting her father's crown; outgoing and spirited seven year old Amber who had no time for fancy dresses or bows in her hair and preferred sport and adventure to tea parties; delicate and kind Rose, who was only five but had suffered so much in her short life already but spread her kindness with admirable generosity; two year old Charlotte who was the brightest, most inquisitive, and happiest little girl in the kingdom; and four month old Katherine who had been such a disappointment to Ella when she was born but Kit had never met a sweeter baby.

"What are you thinking?" Ella asked.

"The stories I would tell the girls if given the chance."

"What sort of stories?"

"Stories about who they are, the moments that have defined them or, rather, the moments they defined themselves."

"Do you have any in mind?"

Kit chuckled.

"I'm sure I could write volumes about our daughters and never cover them all," he said. "But let's see if we can agree on one for each of them."

"Okay," Ella agreed. "Who shall we start with?"

"Chloe," Kit answered. "We'll go in order."

**I hope this sounds at least intriguing! The next five chapters will be the stories Kit and Ella would tell their daughters – one for each of them. Reviews are much appreciated, thank you!**

**Additionally, I'm pleased to announce a new writing initiative! I'm actually trying to schedule writing into my days now and I hope to always update on Friday evening. This doesn't just apply for this story but for all the stories I'm currently working on, including a few Merlin stories and one Harry Potter one – feel free to check them out if these are your fandoms =) **


	2. The First Dance - Chloe

**Disclaimer: I don't own Cinderella.**

**Hi everyone! I hope this finds you well. Thank you for the interest in the story so far – I know it's a bit unlike what's been written for the fandom but the ideas have been stuck in my mind and I figured I may as well put them on paper. I hope you enjoy the first flashback chapter! **

"What do you think, Chloe?" Ella asked, watching her eldest daughter's face in the mirror. Chloe was studying her reflection critically.

"Are you sure it's right?"

"Could you leave us for a moment, please?" Ella asked the seamstress. The elderly lady nodded and left the room. Ella moved in front of an eight-year old Chloe and took her hands; with Chloe standing on the pedestal, they were nearly the same height.

"How does this dress make you feel?" asked Ella, studying the blue eyes which held so much worry for an evening that would be many girls a dream come true.

"I feel fine," answered Chloe. "It's not too tight and it doesn't hurt to wear."

"No," Ella said patiently. "How do _you_ feel when you wear it?"

Chloe shrugged and Ella sighed.

"What's wrong, sweetheart?" she asked. "This is your presentation ball, you should be excited. Why do you look so troubled?"

"What if I mess up?"

"Mess up what?"

"All of it! There's so many things that I could do wrong," Chloe burst out. "I could trip coming in, I could go to the wrong place, or I could fall when I'm dancing. What if I _forget_ the dance steps?"

Ella pulled her daughter into a hug and she squeezed even harder when she felt the tiny shoulders heaving with sobs. Once Chloe had dried her initial tears, Ella helped her off the pedestal and they sat on the white sofa beneath the bay window.

"You have nothing to be nervous about," Ella said. "We can practice the entire thing before the night comes so you know exactly where to go when you come in. Don't forget, Papa and I will be with you and so will the Grand Duke. We'll all help you if you forget something."

"What about the dance?"

Ella knew this would be the hardest part of the evening for her daughter. Chloe was terribly shy and put so much effort into doing everything perfectly. She so badly wanted to succeed and make everyone proud but it was a lot of pressure for such small shoulders.

"You and Papa have been practicing," Ella reminded her. "And your dance instructor is very pleased with how well you're doing."

"But what if I lose my place?"

"You needn't worry about that. Papa will guide you and if you get lost, all you need to do is follow him."

"Really?"

Ella smiled.

"I promise."

Chloe smiled for the first time while wearing the dress but her smile fell again as she walked over to the mirror.

"You're sure this is what I'm supposed to be wearing?"

"Does it make you feel beautiful?" Ella asked, coming up behind Chloe. Chloe couldn't help but smile the more she looked at her reflection. She met Ella's gaze in the mirror and nodded.

"Then it's perfect," Ella answered.

* * *

><p>The day of the presentation ball arrived.<p>

"It's not fair," Amber complained at breakfast. "Why does Chloe get to stay up past her bedtime?"

"Because," Kit answered from across the dining room table. "It's her presentation ball. It'd be a hard task to present her to the people if she were in her bed, wouldn't it?"

"But why can't _we_ go, too?"

"You'll get your chance when you're older," Ella answered.

"Oh, I can't wait," Rose said, getting out of her chair and twirling around the room. "I'll wear the biggest ball gown and have a beautiful tiara, it will be positively wonderful."

"I'm sure it will be," Kit replied with a smile. "But for now, how about you focus less on the dance steps and more on eating some breakfast."

Rose sat down next to Chloe and began eating, humming a waltz between bites. Chloe, on the other hand, had not touched her food. Ella and Kit exchanged a glance and Kit cleared his throat.

"Are you excited, Chloe?"

Chloe shrugged.

"Are you not hungry?"

She shook her head.

"My tummy hurts," she told her parents.

"Those are just butterflies," Ella said. "At least have some toast if you're not going to eat your eggs and sausage."

Chloe reluctantly ate half a piece of toast and then refused anything else. Ella sighed. She and Kit had discussed how best to deal with Chloe's crippling shyness and fear over the ball and they had decided to simply be extra patient. After all, the ball was meant to celebrate her and present to the people their princess. Neither Ella nor Kit wanted to ruin the celebrations by getting angry or frustrated and they certainly didn't want Chloe to feel those things towards her parents.

"Would you like to go for a walk with me?" Kit asked Chloe. She nodded and the two of them left the dining room through the French doors and began wandering through the gardens.

"What are you most excited about for tonight?" Kit asked once they were out of earshot from the dining room.

"I don't know," Chloe answered. "The dancing, I guess."

"I'll never forget the first time I danced with Mama," Kit told his daughter. "She came down the grand staircase and no one could take their eyes off her."

"I don't want people staring at me."

"They weren't staring to be rude or cruel," Kit said. "The people watched Mama, and will watch you tonight, because you'll be beautiful. No one can help but watch."

A small smile appeared.

"Did you know that I forgot what I needed to say when I asked Mama to dance?"

"In front of everyone?" Chloe could hardly believe that her father would do such a thing.

"Yes," Kit chuckled. "For everyone to hear."

"What did you say?"

"I said," Kit answered, remembering perfectly the moment he had fallen in love with his Queen. "'Your Highness, if I may, that is, it would give me the greatest pleasure if you would do me the honour of letting me lead you through this, the first …'"

"That doesn't sound like you forgot anything," Chloe said. "Even if you called Mama a Highness and she wasn't one."

Kit laughed.

"I did forget," he said. "I forgot the word 'dance' at the end. Mama said it and I laughed and said, 'Yes, dance, that's it.' Then the music started."

"Weren't you embarrassed?"

"No," Kit answered. "I was too enthralled with how beautiful Mama looked to be embarrassed. No one laughed, either. I think they were enjoying the moment as much as I was. That's the key, I think, to enjoying moments when everyone is watching you."

"What?"

"Know that everybody there wants to enjoy the moment as much as you do. They're not hoping for you to fall or say embarrassing things. They'll be watching you and me dance tonight because they'll want to be part of the special moment."

"Did you dance with your mother at your presentation ball?"

"No," Kit answered. "The first dance is something only fathers and daughters do at a presentation ball."

"That's silly. Didn't your mama want to dance with you?"

"We danced at other balls," Kit answered. "I needed to get a bit taller before we could dance comfortably together."

"Were you really short?"

"No," said Kit. "And my mother wasn't exceptionally tall but it's hard for an eight year old boy to lead a full grown woman in a dance."

"Did you ever try?"

"Yes," Kit answered. "And we looked very silly. My father always said it was a funny sight to behold."

"Are you and I going to look silly tonight?"

"Not for a moment," Kit promised. "This evening is about you, Chloe, and you're going to shine like the princess you are."

"Mama said that if I forget the dance steps, I just need to watch you."

"She's right," answered Kit. "I'll be leading and if something happens, I'll make sure we fall back in step."

Chloe looked relieved and she slipped her hand into Kit's.

"I love you, Papa," she said.

"I love you, too."

* * *

><p>By mid-afternoon, the pleasant feelings form the garden had faded. Chloe couldn't stop worrying about the entire evening and was pacing her room, going over every little detail in her mind, when Ella knocked gently on the door.<p>

"It's time to start getting ready," she announced and Chloe, though scared, felt a faint flutter of excitement in the pit of her stomach.

* * *

><p>By seven o'clock, the guests were starting to arrive.<p>

"Chloe," Ella said from the doorway. "It's time. Are you ready?"

Chloe turned away from the window and nodded at her mother.

"Where's Papa?"

"He's waiting for you in the sitting room."

Ella held out her hand and Chloe took it.

"I'm scared, Mama," she said quietly as they walked through the hallway, their gowns swishing along the floor.

"I was scared for my first ball, too," Ella answered. "But I'll tell you what a very wise lizard told me: enjoy it while it lasts. Smile, laugh, and dance. The night is yours and your papa and I could not be more proud of the young lady you are becoming."

Chloe glanced up at her mother and smiled.

"Are you ready?" Ella asked, her hand on the door handle. Chloe nodded.

Ella pushed the door open and held it as her daughter walked through. Kit was standing in front of the fireplace in his white and blue formal dress, his sword hanging from his side. His face broke into a smile when Chloe came into view.

Her dress was pale lavender and was detailed with pearls on the capped sleeves and scoop neckline. The fabric shimmered as she walked and Kit couldn't help but be reminded of Ella's blue dress from their first dance. Chloe had on white gloves that came past her elbows and her hair hung in perfect ringlets, a crown of pearls adorning her head which matched her teardrop necklace.

"My dear," Kit said, coming towards her and bending down on one knee. "You look absolutely beautiful."

He kissed her cheek and held out a corsage of beautiful flowers. Chloe held out her wrist and Kit slipped it on.

"Thank you, Papa. They're lovely."

"Are you ready?"

Chloe nodded.

"Yes."

Kit stood up and offered Chloe his arm. She was barely tall enough to take it and the two of them walked out of the room, followed by Ella.

They could hear the guests gathered in the ballroom and Chloe's breath hitched in her throat. Kit glanced down and smiled encouragingly. The Grand Duke met them at the closed double doors and bowed to the princess.

"Lady Chloe, you look radiant this evening."

"Thank you, Grand Duke."

"And it would be my pleasure to escort you to your entrance," he continued. Chloe nodded and let go of her father's elbow.

"You'll be magnificent," Kit said to her as Ella took her place on his arm. Chloe smiled nervously and allowed the Grand Duke to lead her to the set of double doors opposite.

"His Majesty the King and Her Majesty the Queen," the porter announced and a hush fell over the ballroom as the doors opened. The King and Queen entered onto the balcony where Kit had watched hopefully for Ella and everyone in the room bowed deeply. Kit and Ella looked at each other, smiling broadly.

Outside in the hallway, Chloe's heart was pounding in her chest.

"Have courage," the Grand Duke murmured and Chloe nodded. She took a step forward and waited.

"Her Royal Highness Princess Chloe."

The ornate doors swung open and Chloe took a final breath before stepping into the ballroom. There was a soft gasp from the crowd as they bowed to her. Across the ballroom, Chloe could see Ella and Kit and, as they had rehearsed, she curtsied towards them before beginning to descend the golden staircase.

Her head was held high and she smiled at the people smiling at her. One elderly gentleman winked at her and her smile grew more natural.

Once on the dance floor, the crowds parted and she made her way to the middle. Chloe could feel every single eye on her and while she hadn't forgotten anything yet, or tripped coming down the steps, the moment she was most worried about was before her.

Kit descended from the balcony and met her on the dance floor. She curtsied towards him and he bowed his head.

"May I have the honour," he said softly. "Of leading you in this dance?"

He was smiling and Chloe let out a giggle, remembering the story her father had shared from the garden.

"You may," Chloe answered and her father took her in his arms. The music began to play and at first Chloe was so focused on making sure she remembered the steps that she was barely looking at Kit. Kit, however, couldn't care less about getting the steps right and his eyes were solely trained on his daughter.

As the dance went on, however, Ella's words echoed in Chloe's mind: _enjoy it_. She began to lose herself in the music and her feet knew where to go. She blocked out the hundreds of eyes watching her and looked up at her father. Kit beamed when Chloe made eye contact and Chloe smiled back.

The dance finished and once the formalities had been observed – he bowed, she curtsied – Kit knelt again and pulled her into a tight hug.

"Papa, you're crying," Chloe whispered, looking at the tears running down Kit's cheeks. "What's the matter? Did I do something wrong?"

"Oh, my darling," answered Kit, still smiling. "You did everything perfectly. I am so proud of you and I love you very, very much."

Chloe felt her own eyes filling with happy tears and she leaned in and kissed Kit's cheek.

"I love you, too, Papa."

Kit stood up and took Chloe's hand in his own.

"My good Lords and Ladies and all the fine people of this kingdom," he said. "The Queen and I are honoured and pleased to present to you our eldest daughter, Her Royal Highness Princess Chloe. She will one day lead you with a strong mind and convicted heart and the kingdom will be safe within her hands. There is no doubt that the days ahead are ones to be filled with love, laughter, and prosperity."

The crowds applauded and Kit led Chloe up the staircase to the balcony where Ella and the Grand Duke were waiting.

"Most impressive, Lady Chloe," the Grand Duke said to her, winking. Chloe beamed. Ella pulled her into another tight hug.

"You did wonderfully, sweetheart. I'm so proud of you."

"Thank you, Mama."

"Did you have fun?"

Chloe nodded.

"Once I stopped worrying about messing up, my feet knew exactly what to do."

Ella and Kit both laughed.

"I'm starving," Chloe announced.

"I should think so," Kit answered. "You've barely eaten all day."

"Can I have sweets?"

Ella smiled.

"It's your night," she said. "But try not to eat too many before having something a little more substantial, you wouldn't want to ruin the night with a stomach ache."

Ella moved closer to Kit's side as they watched Chloe go to the banquet table and fill a small plate with the fancy foods. She returned to her parents and watched the dancing from above with interest.

"When I'm finished," she said. "Can we dance some more?"

Kit smiled.

"It would be my pleasure."

* * *

><p>By ten o'clock, Chloe had danced herself to exhaustion and Ella helped her to bed. The ball broke up shortly after with Kit thanking everyone for attending, and he and Ella walked hand-in-hand through the dark hallway towards their bedroom.<p>

"I want to check on her," Ella said, stopping outside Chloe's door. She gently opened it and in the faint light from the fire that was burning, she was able to make out Chloe's form in her bed. Pushing the door open further, Ella walked across the floor and stopped at the bedside. Kit joined her, wrapping his arms around Ella.

"Where did the time go?" he murmured as they both watched their little girl sleep. "It seems like just yesterday she was an infant and now she's been presented to the kingdom."

"Hmm," hummed Ella. "I don't think it matters how old she gets or what she accomplishes, she'll always be our little girl."

"But our little girl is going to grow up," Kit answered. "And one day a charming young man will come down those steps and meet her in the middle of the ballroom. He'll forget the words he needs to ask for a dance and they'll waltz together, lost in the pure joy that comes from finding the one you love."

"Does that bother you?"

"Quite the opposite," said Kit. "I want only happiness for her and I pray that she finds a man who will sweep her off her feet the way you did me."

"That night feels like forever ago. It was a rather magnificent evening, was it not?"

Kit nodded.

"Everything about this evening – from the way Chloe came into the ballroom to her dress – made me thing of the night we danced together for the first time. It was the dance that started a lifetime of memories."

"As was the dance you and she shared tonight," Ella answered. "You will always be the most important man in her life, Kit, and it doesn't matter how many suitors ask for a dance, her first one will forever be yours."

Smiling, Kit left Ella and leaned over the bed, kissing Chloe's forehead tenderly.

"Good night, my beautiful princess. Thank you for saving the first dance for me."

**This chapter is very near and dear to my heart as it's filled with moments I'm looking forward to with my own father. Having thought about these moments in my own life, it was easy to write about Kit experiencing many of these special moments with his daughter. **

**Reviews are very much appreciated, thank you! **


End file.
